Stuart slumped limply into the arms of those who sup-
ported him, and they lowered him to his pillows. For two
hours he continued to breathe, loudly, irregularly, so
painfully that the unconscious body twisted about on the
bed. At last a few minutes after noon, that too ceased; a
great hush, in which the confused ticking of a dozen clocks
sounded discordantly, fell over the room, and Thomas
Bruce through his tears was surveying the scene of which
he was to write:

** My good and gracious King and master, Charles the
Second, and the best that ever reigned over us, died in
peace and glory, and the Lord God have mercy on his
soul."
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